The 'outraged wife* was still played to the absurd limit by them all. She
snatched a revolver from the district attorney's desk and telling the re-
porters to *corae on' started for Taliesin.
Divorce 'absolute*!
We were at Taliesin standing our ground and at the same time trying
to work. Several projects were at hand.
But the course of the corporation had changed. This was not what the
subscribers had anticipated. The bank was not satisfied. My clients were
not satisfied. If my friends could pay $75,000 to end a clear case of per-
secution with no better effect than was now visible, they could be made
to pay up all down the line .. . legality was a success. It has many diverse
legal forms.
If only they would go after me hard enough now why should anybody
wait any longer for their money? And the bank itself refused to stand by
its subscription to the corporation. Several other subscribers, none too
warm, learning this, and that my sole property consisted in a divorce that
left me more than ever at the mercy of unscrupulous exploitation—can-
celled their subscriptions too.
What corporate money had been paid in had gone to Miriam Noel and
her lawyers.
So the creditors stiffened up. I was powerless. The situation by now was
out of hand so far as the man in it was concerned. He was written off and
the case was no longer a matter of live and let live, but a mare's nest of
legal quibbles that each and every one involved and demoralized lif e, and
added costs to more costs.
One afternoon during our absence, the bank president came up to Taliesin
and hired our help to remain there in the bank's employ. They were all
told we were going away. I learned this from a faithful young apprentice
in the studio, John Davis, who had heard it from some of the help and
thought I ought to know it myself.
But next day, by way of the bank, we received a long legal notice from
Judge Hoffman's court in Madison to the effect that the premises were
being used for immoral purposes—the mortgage was outraged. And the
mortgagee objecting, we were asked to leave.
I called PhU at once.
No surprise to him. 'Well?' he said, 'I don't see what we can do about it.*
'Do you mean to say I shall have to take this, too, lying down?'
*I don't see what we can do about it, Frank!*
So we got to Chicago to see what / could do.
Nothing.
We went adrift.
The day before I had received a telegram from Albert McArthur; 'Can
j^'faaaB out to Phoenix?' It seemed providential. You see, the corpora-
taoa was an unfinished fragment—helpless now, in these or any other
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